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LEWES NEWSMENS' NEW YEAR's ODE, 


For the YEAR 1795. 


Allied to thir CUSTOMERS, 


9 more your Neuſinen re- aſſume their Lays, 
To greet their PAr RON Ss on the Infant Vear; 
In Strains ſincere to Wiſh them Length of Days, 
Their Pooy to crave, and taſte their Chri//mas Cheer: 
Slightly o'er Politics wide Space to glide, 


To talk of Matters paſt, and eke what May betide, 


Wag, ruthleſs WAR! with doubly vengeful Sword, 

 Hath deeply crimſon'd Europe's faireſt Field; 

For three paſt Years, dread Havock was the Word; 
No Mounds Protection gave, no Walls could Shield: 

The maſſy Numbers on the tented Plain, 

Dealt Death, and took it, as their mutual Gains, 


Whilſt with huge Strides exthuſiaft Frenchmen troop'd 
(Trampling on Standards of their ſceptred Foes) 
Thro? Belgia's mighty Towns; whilſt Pruſſia ſtoop'd, 

Britannia's Genius from the Main aroſe, 
Inſpir'd brave How, and bade Hi (till maintain, 
Old Ocean's Empire, and Old England's Fame ! 


Scarce had the Words the noble Hero caught, 
When ev'ry Yard of Canvas in his Fleet, 
Was filPd ; each Tan, with native Brav'ry fraught, 
Reſolv'd to chace, give Battle to, and beat 
' Britannia's Foe :—'l hey met, in dread Array, 
Our Country's Annals boaſt no prouder Day! 


T'wards Holland next, reluctantly, the Muſe 

Our MasrERS Thoughts would for a Moment turn, 
Where faithleſs Friends a ſhelt'ring Roof refuſe, 

Yea, Britons, mangled in their Service, ſpurn! 
For Friends like theſe, profuſe hath England ſpent 
Health, Blood, and Treaſure, Quiet, and Content! 


In France, at length, a Dawn of Light appears, 
The Reign of ERROR is no longer borne, 
There, mod'rate Meaſures dry the Orphan's Tears, 

And bid the hapleſs Widow ceaſe to mourn ; | 
Still Factions teaſe the unwieldly gu5ndam Realm, 
No well-{kilVd Pilot yet directs the Helm, 


Unhappy Poland ſinks beneath her Foes ; 
The Pruſſian Eagle and the Ruſſian Bear, 

Feel no Compaſſion for her Load of Woes, 
They drain her Vitals, and her Body tear :— 
Their Pow'r, they deem the only Rule of Right, 

What Juſtice wills not, they obtain in Fight. 


But, lo! at diſtant View, ſweet PEACE appears, 
With Olive Spoke, to ſtop Bellona's Car; 
Of placid Mien, her lovely Creſt ſhe rears, 
And ſmooths the Furrows of grim viſag'd Var“ 
The varying Pow'rs her kindly Influence own, 
And TRULY WISE to bow to her alone! 


Now, S1Rs, yout Newſmen, juſtly have made known, 
Wars num'rous Hardſhips, and the Balm of Peace; 
They humbly beg you'll recollect their own, 
And they, to ſerve you, but with Life will ceaſe : 
- Whilſt you, kind MaDaMs, need but fee the SNOW, 
To make their Hearts with BeneracTloNns glow, 


